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A MAN WITH MANY FACES AND VOICES

The face you see is not the only
one Venumadhav has. Temporary, it
might not even be his own. He has as
many faces as he has voices. And of
voices, Mr. Venumadhav has lost
count. They belong to all the people
he has met, seen or read about.

The mimic and mono actor from
Andhra Pradesh has come up North
to meet his friends and to give his true
voice the rest it needs. In other words
he would like to take his own voice
away from the may others. But talent
where it goes is always in demand.
And the rest was short-lived. His visit
happened to coincide with the
President's wife's birthday. So what
is today's successor of the court jester
of other years - both tears and
laughter are his fare- performed for
the first lady in her home.

Now one might well wonder how
a person like him - he was a student
of Telugu literature when it all began
- happened to t get into a profession
like this. The answer is as charming
as it is simple. His professor in
English lent himself perfectly to
imitation. From there on sharpening
his imitating prowess along the way,
Venumadhav has come a long way
in the 24 years he has been earning
his livelihood by wearing others'
faces and voices both in India and
abroad.

To begin with he had ample
subjects: the man on. the street, the
local politician - any and all who had
idiosyncracies of voice and manner
Later on came the national and

international leaders. And then he
took from the world of fact and
fiction.

We had a sample of these as one
moment he cried out in the full-
throated intensity of the rageful
Othello, in a split second his face
puckered to match the frail intensity
of Desdemona. And not a moment
later he gave his version of how
Richard Burton would play Hamlet -
the strut and boom in the voice were
all there.

The game went on as one voice
followed another with the rapidity
with which a ball is passed down the
line - so fast that the ball does not
have a chance to fall down between
two, and so fast that the audience may
not get bored. The reason, he
explains, he would never play his
own Hamlet.

Sitting there enacting scenes as
diverse as Biblical to the modern cop
and robber film he performs the
background sounds as well: shrill
sirens of police cars, trotting horses,
Biblical thunder - the works, in fact.
Being a mono actor he is both the
conductor and the conducted, and all
actors rolled into one.

And as a parting shot, he sits
down in front of a typewriter, sets his
face in the same expression as a
colleague who was typing away
unaware of the fact then and now of
what was going on and repeats
verbatim what the other had said a
while before.
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